Bacchus. "It is scarcely so much, although I've brought him to
preside here. But a sanctuary may it prove to you, not only from the
evil that you flee hut from the evil to which you've fled."
She gave him no time to answer, hut v/ent on to talk of her own
situation, as if to explain. And now he learnt that she was alone in
that great palace, save for the woman Bona and the two men of whom
she had spoken, one of whom was old and feeble and the other so
sick of the pestilence that he was like to die of it. Herself she had
caught the contagion in its early days, two months ago. She was an
orphan of the noble house of Montaldi, and lived here in the palace
of her uncle, the Marquis of Fenaro. Some time before she had been
smitten with the pestilence, the Marquis had fallen sick in Padua, and
her aunt had hurried off to him. Since then he had died, and his widow
dared not return to Genoa whilst the pestilence raged. She went on
to tell him that it was to Bona, who had been her nurse, and who
would die sooner than forsake her in her need, that she owed her life.
The faithful soul had been at her bedside to fight the disease, and she
had conquered it, herself immune because, like old Ambrogio, she
had suffered from it in yoi'lh. Beppo, the only other of her servants
who had not fled, had miraculously escaped the contagion until these
last few days.
So much he learnt from what she told him between the going and
returning of her woman.
When Bona, out of breath, came hurrying in, my lady rose. "I'll
leave you now. Bona will supply your needs to the poor extent my
house permits. I shall see you in the morning before you go."
He was on his feet, tall and lithe, and for a moment they stood face
to face in solemn consideration each of the other.
"In that sad hour," said he, "I shall seek in vain for words to
thank you."
She shook her head. "You forget," said that level voice, "that I
pay a debt. Good night, sir, and good repose."
She rustled out in her stiff silver brocade, and he coming to the
peristyle followed with his eyes the faintly shimmering figure until it
was lost in the darkness.
Behind him Bona spoke. She had brought a flask of wine, some
eggs in a basket, a drinking glass, a crystal bowl and a vase of honey.
"So much at least is safe," he heard her say. "No hands but mine
have touched these vessels. All have been wiped in vinegar. The
honey is good medicine for the infection, so you need have no fear
of it. The eggs you may break for yourself. Is there anything else
you lack, sir?"
He had turned with a sigh when she began to speak. As he now
met her gaze, he smiled into her broad, honest peasant face, and his
was a smile that won him friends. He thanked her and dismissed her.
But he seemed in no haste to sup. For when she was gone he came to
the peristyle again, and leaning against one of the pillars he remained
there. As his eyes became accustomed to the gloom, shapes formed
themselves to his gaze: the cypresses so still in the tepid summer
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